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WILHELMINE SMITH 


Who comes here, so lightly stepping 
That the pressure of her feet 
Makes the grass and flowers spring upward 


To embrace her, and to greet? 


See how fair she is, and lovely, 
Tripping over all the land, 
Kissing rosebuds into blossoms, 


Till they bloom on every hand. 


This is June, the month of roses, 
Month of beauty and of grace: 
All the earth smiles upward at her, 


When it sees her smiling face. 


E’en the clouds have changed their dresses 
From pale gray to spotless white, 


That, reflecting back the sunshine, 


They may make her stay more bright. 


So when June comes, grass and flowers, | 
Trees and birds, and clouds believe 
That in giving her sweet welcome, 


Richer life they all receive. 


THE WEE WISDOM CLUB Ww 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER 


VACATION BEGINS 


ETWEEN hedges of fragrant wild roses the 
Douglas Hall coach drove at a smart pace and 
deposited its load of laughing, chattering girls 
upon the platform of the sleepy little station. 

“Sallie, I’m only beginning to know you!” exclaimed 
one of the girls; ‘and now we must part, and maybe 
we'll never see each other again.” 

“Oh, yes, we will,’ answered Sallie. “Lois and I 
-hadn’t intended to spend but this one year at Douglas 
Hall; but I’m sure when mother and father know how 
much we want to come back, they'll let us; and you'll 
be here next fall, I’m sure!” ' 

“I’m not sure; I want to come bad enough!” an- 
swered Estella. 

“If you want to come bad enough, you will, ‘cause 
that’s the only way nice things come to us;” and Sallie 
turned to speak a last word to some one else. 

May Cummings watched the Rivertown girls with 
a feeling which was almost friendly. “I was awful mean 
to them all winter, and they never got even with me— 
not once! I wish they would invite me to visit them in 
Rivertown, as they did some of the other girls. That is 
what I get, though! I wish I was always nice to people, 
the way Sallie is.” May did not know that the secret 
of “being nice” is to have kind thoughts, which are bound 
to make kind words. 
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“Why, Jane Kingsley!” exclaimed one of the older 
girls, “I thought you were going to stay at the Hall this 
vacation. You are not going clear over to China, and all 
by yourself?” 

Jane laughed at the idea. “Why, I wouldn’t travel 
from here to Portland by myself! I’m going to visit Lois 
and Sallie, and in August I’m going down to the Coast 
with Miss Harshman.” 

“You lucky girl!” exclaimed the other. “I’ve got 
to go home and help mother can fruit and sew, and wash 
dishes and—” 

“You are a lucky girl to have a mother and a home 
to go to when school’s over. I wish I had,’ said Jane 
a little wistfully; for as the school days drew to a close, 
and the other girls talked more and more of “home,” 
“father” and “mother,” Jane realized keenly her own 
lonely condition. Her pretty dresses and jewelry did not 
weigh much in the balance with a mother with whom the 
days were to be spent in washing dishes, canning fruit, 
or even sewing—for Jane just couldn’t handle a needle! 

As the crowd of girls, little and big, in flower-be- 
decked hats, enormous hair bows, and gay summer frocks 
swarmed about the station they reminded one of a flight 
of airy butterflies winging their way to some favorite 
orchard spot, while from the buzz and hum of voices it 
seemed more as if a hive of bees were gathering about a 
honey pot. 

“There’s the train! there’s the train!” rose an ex- 
cited chorus, as a low, clear whistle sounded from beyond 
the nearest curve. 

-Pandemonium broke loose! Bags and _ suit-cases 
were lost and found, mixed and exchanged, and the con- 
ductor despaired of ever getting his train in motion. At 
last ‘All aboard” was sounded, the train started off with 
a shriek of protest at such unseemly disorder, and the 
first year at Douglas Hall had become a thing of the past. 

At Junction most of the Hall girls changed cars for 
their several destinations, and the three Rivertown girls 
and Jane Kingsley were left to themselves. Their va- 
cation had really begun. 

For a time they talked of commencement days, what 
fun they had had, how lovely the older girls had looked 
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in their dainty white graduation gowns, and how they 
longed for the time when they would look the same. But 
soon their thoughts turned to Rivertown, and Lois began 
to describe to Jane the places she would see and the peo- 
ple she would meet. Then there was Margaret’s party! 
It was to be a real dance party, in fancy costumes, and 
the ices were to be brought out from the city, and the 
Wee Wisdom Club were to help receive, just like a 
grown-up affair. 

“TIsn’t it a shame Minnie couldn’t come home with 
Margaret!” sighed Lois. 

“Her grandfather must be cross as an old bear!” 
exclaimed Margaret. “All he said in answer to the 
letter she wrote asking was, ‘I desire you to come home 
the day school closes.’ Now wasn’t that mean? he never 
gave her the least excuse, and she says that’s the way he 
always is to her.” 

“Her mother is dead,” said Jane. 

“Yes, and so’s her father. Her grandfather don’t 
like her, ‘cause his son married her mother against his 
will. When Minnie was born her grandfather wouldn’t 
speak to his son, and right afterward the father and 
mother both died, and there wasn’t any one left to look 
out for the baby, so the grandfather just had to; and 
Minnie says he hates her!” Lois paused for breath, and 
then continued: “But I don’t believe he hates her—she 
just thinks so; but that makes it almost as bad as if he 
did.” 

“Our Seek and Find Club has done lots this winter 
to make Minnie think different thoughts, and she told 
me she was going to do her best to like her grandfather 
and make him like her; and of course she can do it if 
she tries,” answered Sallie, firm in the knowledge of 
her convictions. 

Hour after hour the train rolled on, and as they 
neared home the girls grew restless and impatient. Sal- 
lie and Lois would miss the presence of their parents in 
the old home, but Cousin Ruth had taken charge and 
would give them a royal welcome. Jane was tired and 
her cheeks were flushed; Margaret as usual was cool and 
collected, and was the only patient one of the four. 

As the train slowed up the girls heard Nellie’s clear, 
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ringing voice: “There they are! there they are! I see 
*em through the window! Hurry up, Lois! Oh, that’s 
Jane Kingsley; I’d know her in a minute. Margaret 
Gray, how tall you are! Oh, Sallie, but it’s fine to have 
you home again!” 

They were all there—the Wee Wisdom Club, Mar- 
garet’s parents, Cousin Ruth; and even old Max was 
there to bark his welcome. 

Robert disappeared, and a moment later around the 
corner he came driving in a gorgeously decorated express 
wagon, and insisted that it was due to Jane as their guest 
that the crowd be driven home in state: and so they 
were, but it was in a state of merriment! 


The Bird’s Message 
Anna S. WEstT 


A dear little birdie up in a tree, 

Told a sweet story one day to me. 

He sang a song of praise and cheer, 

And his voice rang high, and loud, and clear, 
As he told his message that bright spring day, 
When all was so fresh and cheery and gay. 


And these are the words he seemed to say, 

As I walked through the wood that bright spring day: 
“Oh, don’t be lonely, and don’t be sad, 

For all of us birdies are happy and glad; 

And if you'll but listen, and stop to hear, 

You'll know that our heavenly Father is near. 


“He cares for the birds, and he cares for you; 
His love is steadfast, and kind, and true.” 
And the dear little birdie up in the tree 

Had brought a sweet message that day to me, 
For out of my heart had slipped a fear, 

And I knew that my loving Father was near. 


Oh, gentle June, with flowers and song, 
You can’t come too soon, nor stay too long. 


WEE WISDOM 


WILD ROSE’S WISDOM 


My dear: 

Do you know, I am all in a flutter? That is a very 
unusual condition for a flower; but when I heard Mr. 
Sunflower say to you, “Be yourself, dearies, be yourself,” 
I became so excited lest he should continue—for that is 
my story, and I thought perhaps he intended to tell you 
my story and his own too. I almost snapped one of my 
roots in trying to signal him. There is no harm done, 
however, for he stopped just in time. I really do not 
. think Mr. Sunflower would have gone on with it, though, 
for that would have been such an un-flower-like thing 
to do. Doubtless you have already observed that each 
well-behaved little flower always has just one thing to 
do, and does that one thing very well. So many, many 
little folks make the mistake of trying to do several 
things at one time; and that is such a pity, for it spoils 
the pretty self in each. I have found out that every one 
is intended for just one thing and to fill just one place, 
and that he is happiest when he finds out what that one 
thing is, and where the one place is, and fills it in just the 
very best way he can. 

My home is out here along the Sandy Road leading 
into Portland. I did not exactly choose this place, for 
some people think there are many others much nicer; 
but I dare say this is just the place for which I am fitted 
and which best suits my needs, or the wind would not 
have blown me here last autumn when I was a seed. It 
gets pretty hot and dusty here at times, and I am kept 
busy trying to keep my petals clean; but it is so nice to 
be busy, and who knows—perhaps if I did not have just 
that work to do all day long, I might be into all sorts of 
mischief. 

I live right on the roadside by a broken fence. I 
was very sorry that the farmer did not come to mend it, 
for I love to see things in order; but when I saw he 
neglected it I grew just as broad and tall as I could, and 
covered up the place so that it would look very pretty 
from the road as the carriages drove past to the Rose 
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Show. At first, I must admit, I was a little disappointed 
that I was not invited, and if it had not been for what 
Lady Buttercup told me about all of God being every- 
where, I might have felt very bad; but as I thought 
about it, I could see that since I live in God, why of 
course I could really be there in Spirit, even though I 
did not seem to be in person; and then it was I decided 
that at least I could send something there. So I made 
up my mind that I would make my fence corner just as 
beautiful as I knew how, and that all about me I would 
fill the air with perfume so that every one who passed 
would breathe the sweetness and would smile, and so 
carry a happy face into the city. There is nothing which 
multiplies quite so fast as a happy face, and I very well 
knew that if I could make every face happy that passed 
me during the carnival week, each one would make lots 
of other happy faces; and thus it was that I really began 
to feel as if all the happiness of the Rose Festival de- 
pended upon me. 

It is wonderful how happy I myself became as soon 
as I had made this resolve; and unconsciously the air 
became so sweet about me, that everything that passed 
stopped a little while to rest. One morning when I was 
very busy dusting my buds, I heard such merry singing 
in among my branches, and when I looked in, there were 
Mr. and Mrs. Oriole. They had just mated and were 
singing their little morning love song. They were so 
happy that I was sorry to disturb them, but I was so 
pleased to see them that I wanted them to know it. I 
said, “Good morning, my dears. I am so glad you came 
this way.” They stopped singing for a little, and Mrs. 
Oriole said, “It was so sweet here, that we had to stop 
to enjoy it.” I replied, “I am delighted to have you, and 
hope you will stay a long time.” Mr. Oriole broke in: 
“But aren’t you going to the Rose Show?” I hope they 
didn’t see me blush, for try as hard as I would, I still 
could not help feeling a little hurt that I was not invited; 
but I forced a smile and said, ‘““No, I am not invited, and 
anyway, I am so busy making happy faces for the car- 
nival, that I really haven’t time to go.” “Happy faces,” 
he said; “how can you make happy faces?” Then I 
laughed. ‘Why, I made your face happy,’ I said. “You 
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know you stopped here and began to sing just because 
it was so sweet. And so I am going to make everybody 
happy who comes near me; and I know that this will 
be just the jolliest carnival Portland has ever had!” 

“Isn’t that nice,” sang Mrs. Oriole. (She was so 
happy she couldn’t speak it, but had to sing.) They 
looked at each other a moment, and their eyes twinkled, 
and then their little throats swelled away out, and in a 
moment they were singing such a joyous song. At its 
close Mr. Oriole said, “May we stay here and help you?” 
Of course I was delighted, and told him so; and then he 
went on to say, “We are hunting a place to build our 
nest, and if you will loan us one of your bramches we 
will keep singing all the time, and soon we will have 
some little ones to help us.” I was certainly delighted 
to think that my fence corner was to be joyous as well 
as sweet; and I had no sooner consented to their plan, 
than away they flew to find the little twigs for their nest, 
and I went back to my dusting. 

It seemed as though I had scarcely begun my work 
when I heard a rustle down among my lower branches. 
When I looked down, there were two little gray bunnies. 
Mr. Bunny was saying, “Oh, Cottontail, isn’t the grass 
sweet here?” And Mrs. Bunny said, “Yes, my dear; 
but this is the home of the sweet Wild Rose, and she 
keeps everything lovely about her.” Then he saw me 
looking, and he bowed very politely and said, “Are you 
going to the Rose Show, Miss Rose?” It was easier to 
answer this time, and I replied, “No, Mr. Bunny, I am 
not invited; and anyway, I am very busy making happy 
faces; and also, the Orioles are nesting in my branches, 
and intend to help me.” I explained things a little 
further to him, and then Mrs. Bunny said, “Cottontail, 
this is the very place!” He looked a little embarrassed, 
but I guessed what he wanted to ask and smiled down 
at him. “It will be such a nice home for the children,” 
he said; “and if you will let us stay we will eat all the 
weeds from around your roots, and we will make your 
lawn just as attractive as we can.” When I saw them at 
work burrowing a hole for their new home, I started for 
my buds once more; but just as I turned some one called 
out, “Hey there, Miss Wild Rose, you didn’t get invited 
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to the Rose Show, did you?” I looked down just in 
time to see Mr. and Mrs. Red Racer passing by. If any 
one else. but. a Snake. had spoken to.me.in that way, I 
believe I would have pretended not to hear him; but 
I do feel so sorry for the Snakes. They seem to have 
such a hard time. Every one is so impatient with them, 
and so very cruel, that they do not have much encourage- 
ment to lead useful lives. So I thought I would see what 
my sweetness could do for them, and I replied, “No, 
dearies, I am not invited; and I am so glad, for I have 
to stay out here to make happy faces, and to loan my 
branches to the Orioles, and to shade Mr. and Mrs. 
Bunny and their children; and I do wish you would 
stay and help me.” He dropped his eyes to the ground 
for a moment, for he was ashamed that he had been so 
rude; and he looked up so timidly and half afraid as he 
said, “Can I really help you in any way?” Then I re- 
plied, “Indeed you can! I wish you and Mrs. Snake 
would live here and keep all the moths away from us; 
for I am too busy to attend to it myself.” And so they 
stayed with us also, and all of us worked so faithfully 
and lovingly—each one doing his own work, and in that 
way helping the others. Sometimes the bees and the 
crickets and the grasshoppers helped a little; but we 
never stopped our work, and finally, when the first day 
of carnival week arrived, our corner was just beautiful. 
Every one that passed would say something about it. 
“What a lovely spot!” one lady exclaimed; and another, 
“Look at the beautiful wild roses; and still another, 
“How sweet the air is here.” And one little child cried 
out, “Oh, I saw a Bunny!” and another, “Did you see 
the little bird?’ We were all delighted that we had 
worked so faithfully and well. 

About ten o'clock that day, a lovely little team of 
ponies came along, driven tandem by a darling little 
girl dressed all in white. Her mamma sat beside her in 
the basket cart, which was decorated with La France 
and Caroline Testout roses, and the ponies’ harness was 
decorated with garlands of the same roses, and it was 
such a pretty sight. When they came close to my home 
she cried out, “Oh, mamma, those lovely wild roses—I 
must have some to put in my hair!” and out she jumped 
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and ran up the bank to my side. I was certainly sur- 
prised, that in spite of not having a regular invitation 
I was to go to the carnival anyway. I could not speak 
for joy, but I'‘hiried the idest-ofmy blooms into her 
hands, and I turned the thorns away so that they would 
not hurt her. “Dear Wild Rose,” I heard her say as she 
climbed back into the cart, “you are so sweet to every 
one! No matter who comes near you, you are always 
your sweet, loving self.” 

I did not expect so much praise and happiness all 
at once, and I really could not keep the tears of joy 
from my eyes. 

Late that evening the little girl and her ponies 
drove back again, and her face was wreathed in smiles. 
“I won the prize,” she said. “I won the prize, dear Wild 
Rose, and I thank you for helping me.” She still had 
my roses in her hair, and as she drove away, the Orioles 
began to sing, and the Bunnies to frisk, and the little 
snakes wriggled in the grass, and I—well, I just cried; 
I couldn’t help it. But I said to my little friends who 
had helped me, “Come on; let us keep on being just our- 
selves, and doing our own work—for I have thousands 
of seeds to make, so that this roadway will be just cov- 
ered with Wild Roses next June!” 

Good-by, dearies! Your very loving 

Rosz, 
Sandy Road, Oregon. 

P. S.—Water Lily wishes to write you the next time. 


My body is an engine fine, 
Built by Love, the Spirit. 
It carries words and acts of mine; 
Listen! you can hear it 
As my load I tug: 
Choo, choo! choo, chug! 


What makes it go? The engineer, 
Who is my little mind. 
He runs me far away and near, 
And fun and play, I find, 
Is the load I tug: 
Choo, choo! choo, chug! a 
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THE JUNE WIND 


Imetpa Octavia SHANKLIN 


LITTLE wind was playing over the surface of 
the warm gulf. The foam-edged waves threw 
up sparkling beads to him, and the wind with 
a puff blew the beads into the hollows between 
the waves. The bright-scaled fish below the surface 
glanced up and occasionally darted above the water to 
play with him. The slow ships he caught by the sails, 
giving them a push to hurry them forward to their ports, 
and the black streams that poured out of the smoke fun- 
nels of the great steamers he parted and tore into raveled 
shreds of night. 

It was a merry life down there over the shining 
face of the gulf, but the little wind grew weary of the 
play. 

“It is time for me to see other things. I am tired 
of this dull round, and am off to view the unknown.” 

“You cannot go unless you carry a blessing with 
you,” said his mother. “You are a June wind, and it is 
the mission of all June winds to carry drink to the crea- 
tures needing it. If you are ready to go, my son, you 
must take this chalice full of water, and you must give 
drink to every thirsty inhabitant of the lands you visit.” 

While she spoke, the wind’s mother handed him a 
crystal vase, so thin, so clear, that the eyes of man could 
not see it as it was lifted out of the warm gulf waters. 
The wind took the vase and said, 

“Yes, let me give drink to those who thirst in the 
lands that I shall visit.” 

He sprang up, far above the shifting waters, holding 
high the crystal vase which was filled to the brim with a 
drink as thin and clear as the cup in which it was car- 
ried. He shook out his wings of transparent gauze and 
sped northward along the untracked ways of the sky, 
no one knowing of his passing save his brother winds. 

The crystal vase and its crystal drink, when over 
the warm waves too clear and thin to be seen by human 
eyes, began to take shape against the darker background 


| 


WEE WISDOM 18 


of the earth. As the June wind carried them yet farther 
inland they grew to cast a faint shadow upon the ground. 

He had been running above the land many hours 
when he came to a lily bed where the stalks drooped and 
the cups withered. For days all the other June winds 
had passed the lilies by, and the hot sun had caused 
them to be faint and weary. The wind slackened his 
flight. 

“Drink! Oh, drink, lilies of the light!” he called, 
and shook his vase over them. 

The cool drops fell upon leaf and blossom; they 
sank into the dry, hot earth and made it black and soft 
for the lily roots. Soon the stalks began to take on 
strength, the leaves to grow firm and glossy. The beau- 
tiful flowers lifted up their grateful, smiling faces to the 
wind. 

He was so delighted with the change in the lilies 
that he quickly passed on. As he was flying over a 
forest he heard the cry of a young bird whose mother 
was delayed in bringing drink to the nestling. The 
wind shook his vase again, and the refreshing water 
scattered down upon leaves and boughs. One leaf, 
weighted by drops, rested upon the edge of the nest, and 
from this the young bird drank. A new strength came 
to the bird and a great gladness filled him; he raised 
himself in the nest, and lifting up his head he sang his 
first note. It was a low, tender note, full of the joy of 
living and sweet with the incense of gratitude. 

The song of the young bird made the wind still 
happier, and once more he quickened his flight. Now 
he was coming into the corn lands, where the fields were 
dusty and where the farmers turned anxious eyes toward 
the sky. 

By this time the vase had so much of the earth back 
of it that it was beginning to look quite dark. The wind 
hurried it along, holding it close to the ground. The . 
people of the corn lands cried, 

“At last!” 

When the wind brought the vase nearer and its rim 
was close against the sun it threw a deep shadow. The 
timid ones began to fear. 

“It is a storm!” some said. 


12 WEE WISDOM 


THE JUNE WIND 


Imetpa Octavia SHANKLIN 


LITTLE wind was playing over the surface of 
the warm gulf. The foam-edged waves threw 
up sparkling beads to him, and the wind with 
a puff blew the beads into the hollows between 
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play with him. The slow ships he caught by the sails, 
giving them a push to hurry them forward to their ports, 
and the black streams that poured out of the smoke fun- 
nels of the great steamers he parted and tore into raveled 
shreds of night. 

It was a merry life down there over the shining 
face of the gulf, but the little wind grew weary of the 
play. 

“It is time for me to see other things. I am tired 
of this dull round, and am off to view the unknown.” 

“You cannot go unless you carry a blessing with 
you,” said his mother. “You are a June wind, and it is 
the mission of all June winds to carry drink to the crea- 
tures needing it. If you are ready to go, my son, you 
must take this chalice full of water, and you must give 
drink to every thirsty inhabitant of the lands you visit.” 

While she spoke, the wind’s mother handed him a 
crystal vase, so thin, so clear, that the eyes of man could 
not see it as it was lifted out of the warm gulf waters. 
The wind took the vase and said, 

“Yes, let me give drink to those who thirst in the 
lands that I shall visit.” 

He sprang up, far above the shifting waters, holding 
high the crystal vase which was filled to the brim with a 
drink as thin and clear as the cup in which it was car- 
ried. He shook out his wings of transparent gauze and 
sped northward along the untracked ways of the sky, 
no one knowing of his passing save his brother winds. 

The crystal vase and its crystal drink, when over 
the warm waves too clear and thin to be seen by human 
eyes, began to take shape against the darker background 
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of the earth. As the June wind carried them yet farther 
inland they grew to cast a faint shadow upon the ground. 

He had been running above the land many hours 
when he came to a lily bed where the stalks drooped and 
the cups withered. For days all the other June winds 
had passed the lilies by, and the hot sun had caused 
them to be faint and weary. The wind slackened his 
flight. 

“Drink! Oh, drink, lilies of the light!” he called, 
and shook his vase over them. 

The cool drops fell upon leaf and blossom; they 
sank into the dry, hot earth and made it black and soft 
for the lily roots. Soon the stalks began to take on 
strength, the leaves to grow firm and glossy. The beau- 
tiful flowers lifted up their grateful, smiling faces to the 
wind. 

He was so delighted with the change in the lilies 
that he quickly passed on. As he was flying over a 
forest he heard the cry of a young bird whose mother 
was delayed in bringing drink to the nestling. The 
wind shook his vase again, and the refreshing water 
scattered down upon leaves and boughs. One leaf, 
weighted by drops, rested upon the edge of the nest, and 
from this the young bird drank. A new strength came 
to the bird and a great gladness filled him; he raised 
himself in the nest, and lifting up his head he sang his 
first note. It was a low, tender note, full of the joy of 
living and sweet with the incense of gratitude. 

The song of the young bird made the wind still 
happier, and once more he quickened his flight. Now 
he was coming into the corn lands, where the fields were 
dusty and where the farmers turned anxious eyes toward 
the sky. 

By this time the vase had so much of the earth back 
of it that it was beginning to look quite dark. The wind 
hurried it along, holding it close to the ground. The . 
people of the corn lands cried, 

“At last!” 

When the wind brought the vase nearer and its rim 
was close against the sun it threw a deep shadow. The 
timid ones began to fear. 

“It is a storm!” some said. 
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They called in the children from their play. They 
made the windows fast and shut the doors. 

The wind came on, eager to relieve the thirst of the 
corh. He shook thé Vase; and thé liglit’of thé sky played 
along its crystal edges. 

“What vivid lightning!’ faltered the timid ones, 
putting their hands over their eyes. The rush of the 
water freed from the vase and hastening toward the 
earth made a sharp report. 

“What heavy thunder!” cried the frightened ones, 
and they put their hands over their ears. 

The June wind did not withhold the drink because 
some of the people were fearful of the light upon the 
crystal and of the noise of the drops. He was thinking 
of the corn, and shook the vase the more. The light 
flashed and the drops shouted as they took the swift 
plunge downward. The corn unrolled its slender blades 
to catch the rain and carry it below to the plant roots. 
The earth opened her countless mouths and drank, say- 
ing fervently that she had never tasted any other thing 
one half so good as this sweet water from the southern 
gulf. The shrunken little streams swelled in welcome 
to the drops out of the vase, and together the little 
brothers of the stream and the little brothers that the 
June wind brought danced and sang, rushing, dashing, 
vaulting over the pebbles of the brook bed and around 
the grass that had ventured into the low places by the 
brook’s course. 

The June wind shook the vase until he emptied it. 
Then once again he sprang aloft, bearing the drained 
cup high above the earth. 

Northward he carried it, over the green, darkly 
wooded plains. Northward he carried it, over the icy 
pools where the wild fowl that had played through the 
winter by the shores of the southern gulf now had their 
_ nests. Northward he carried it, over the still wastes 
where trees cling to the earth as vines and where moving 
creatures seldom come. 

The vase began to gather frost from the cold of this 
strange region, but still the June wind went on until the 
ground beneath was white and glistening with the snow 
and ice that never melt under the cool, slanting suns. 
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The June wind was nearing the land where the Ice 
King rules, and where all the time his courtiers play in 
a wild, whirling-dance before the throne of their monarch. 
The year there has one day and one night. The day, of 
many cold, glittering months, is called Summer. The 
night is called Winter; it is colder than the day, and it 
lasts many months. This night is never fully dark; it 
is gray and shadowy except when the flaming aurora 
lights up the long-enduring twilight. 

The wind out of the gulf had now as strong a de- 
sire to play with his kindred of the frozen land as he had 
felt to relieve the thirst of the dry ones over whom he 
had shaken his generous chalice. When he came near 
the throne of the Ice King the courtiers whirled and 
spun more rapidly. They demanded of him, 

“What present bring you to our sovereign, comrade 
from the south waters?” 

The north winds rushed upon him, asking, 

“What fitting gift have you for our king, O brother 
from the lily field, the birdling’s tree, and corn lands 
of the plains?” ‘ 

“Gift!” said the June wind. “See, I bring right 
tribute from my home of endless summer to the land of 
lasting winter. Accept, your majesty, I beseech you.” 

So saying, he cast his chalice at the foot of the Ice 
King’s throne. The frosted crystal flew into a million 
bits, making a cloud of ice particles and snow flakes. 
Then, caught up by the north winds, the bits of ice and 
snow were made courtiers, and the winds taught them 
how to dance before the Ice King’s throne; and there 
they still bow and kneel, leap and fall, whirl and waver 
in the chill revels of the land where winter never ends. 


WISDOM’S COLLEGE 
Emma H. Teer 


In Wisdom’s College 

. We gain queer knowledge 

From nature and mathematics. 
As serious Truth 
Makes Jack a dull youth, 

Some fun with the lessons we mix. 
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NATURE STUDY 
Just hark! Did you remark, 
The dogwood has a bark, 

As any good dogwood should? 


MATHEMATICS 
Here are rules that are new, 
But ne’ertheless true, 
From Wisdom’s arithmetic. 


NUMERATION 
Rule I 
Blessings, by enumeration, 
So many grow to be, 
That deep in meditation, 
We find Infinity. 


ADDITION 


Rule II 
All the millions under the sun, 
Added in Truth, equal One. 


SUBTRACTION 
Rule III 
Subtract all hurry 
And useless worry, 

And infinite peace remains. 
MULTIPLICATION AND DIVISION 
Rule IV 

To multiply your joys, 
Divide with other girls and boys. 
CAUSE AND EFFECT 
Rule V 
Thinking wrong pulls faces long; 
Thinking right makes all things bright. 


ALGEBRA 


If x equals your unknown good, 

And y for your faith has stood, 

Then 2 equals y’s an equation that’s true, 
For “as your faith, be it unto you.” 
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Mary BrewertTon bE Witt 


| BUZZY'S STORY 


Part VIII 


ELL, at last we arrived at a house with a nice 
Fl big yard to play in. I had a dim remembrance 
of it somehow, and when we went inside it 
looked quite natural. 

After being patted by three little boys, the first thing 
I did was to run through all the rooms, smelling every- 
where. At last I found that black cat they called “Sil- 
ver King.” Aunt Mary set me down near him, saying, 
“That is your brother, Buzzy; be friends.” 

He certainly was handsome, and looked just like 
mother as I remember her. I walked slowly up to Silver 
King. I felt tired and cross, so I slapped his face just 
as hard as I could. He seemed to think it was a game, 
for he backed off a little, and then ran and tumbled me. 
How I growled, and how disappointed in me Aunt Mary 
looked ! 

“Oh, Buzzy, Buzzy! you used to have such a lovely 
disposition! You must not growl that way.” 

After awhile Silver King let me alone and walked 
off. Well, I could not help admiring him; he seemed so 
good natured and never scratched me once. I began to 
feel sorry that I had not played nicely, the way Silver 
King did. Aunt Helen made excuses for me—she is so 
charitable—saying I had been forced to protect myself 
in that boy’s home, and had grown distrustful of every 
one 


After I had shown Silver King my power, I looked 
about me, and lo and behold! there was a fuzzy white 
dog they called “Ping Pong,” lying in a little basket. I 
walked up to the basket, leaned over, put out my paw, 
and slapped his face hard. Do you know, that Ping 
Pong never did a thing back! He just looked at me. 
You cannot imagine how mortified and ashamed of my- 
self I felt, especially as every one was laughing at me. 
After awhile in came a thin, slender dog called Tiny. 
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As I had started feeling cross with every one and every- 
thing, I made a rush at her, growling all the time—so 
Mrs. Tiny had her face slapped too. She grumbled-a 
little and backed off, but she did not touch me. No one 
was willing to quarrel. They all looked so sorry for me, 
that I went upstairs into Aunt Helen’s and Aunt Mary’s 
room, climbed up on my green pillow (I have a green 
one now instead of pink), and went into the silence. 
I guess I needed it. It did seem time to hold a word of 
love. I had forgotten that word before. 

I did not tell you that there was a bird in a cage in 
the house. I was not allowed to even look at that bird, 
and when I clacked my teeth together while watching it 
I got a whipping; so I concluded not to even glance that . 
way. 

There was a great 
big tree outside of their jaar 
yard. When I waked 
from my nap I showed 
my brother how finely I 
could climb. Silver King 
stood off a distance and 
admired me. I must 
say I was quite pleased 
with Silver King. The 
next day he came up the 
tree after me, and we had great fun. He chased me and 
I chased him, for I had made up my mind it was not right 
to quarrel—that I must be friends with every one. 

The young lady next door took me over on her steps 
and stroked me. That was a bright day. Then she 
brought me home and said, “You have a very sweet little 
kitten.” 

That was my demonstration from holding the word 
“Love.” People began to love me again. 

If you want to know how to do it, just say over and 
over to yourself with faith, “I am love; I love every- 
body, everybody loves me,” and believe it with all your 
might. 

I am sending a little photo with this chapter. 

Lovingly, Buzzy. 


The boys and their dogs 
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< Conducted by LIDA H. HARDY 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.”—Froebel. 


A two years’ course of Practical Christianity lessons for children in 
the home and the Sunday school 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—*‘God's Gifts 
to His Children.’’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place in the one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, ‘““God’s Gift of His Son’—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 


LESSON VI 

Subject: John the Baptist. 

Seed Thought: “Repent ye: for the kingdom of heaven is 
at hand.” 

Point of Contact: Getting ready to go on a journey with 
one we want to be like, and whom we want to please. 

Josephine was a little Boston girl. One day in the early 
part of June her mamma received a letter from the dear 
aunty for whom the little girl was named. The letter said 
that Aunt Josephine was to pass through Boston just two 
weeks from the time the letter was written, and that she would 
like to have her little namesake go with her on a journey 
across the big ocean to Scotland. 

At first Josephine’s mamma thought that she could not let 
her little daughter leave her and go so far away. Then again, 
she felt that it would be very selfish to keep her from enjoying 
such a fine trip, and seeing so many beautiful and wonderful 
sights; and more helpful than either of these, the enjoyment of 
being with the lovely aunty and listening to her beautiful words. 
So mamma gave her consent, and for many days the two were 
very busy getting ready for the wonderful trip. 

Little Josephine had always been told what a perfect lady 
her aunty was, and had always said that when she grew to be 
a big lady she wanted to be like her. 

“Mamma,” said the little girl, as they were busily engaged 
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John 


in packing her trunk, “Aunt Josephine likes to have little girls 
be kind and polite and loving, doesn’t she?” “Yes, indeed she 
does,” replied mamma. “You must always remember to be 
gentle and sweet.” “Yes, I sure will; I mustn’t say that 
naughty word I heard Tom say. No, sir-ee! And I mustn’t 
slap anybody any more, the way I did Janey when she broke 
my doll.” “No,” continued mamma, “you mustn’t do any of 
those things if you want to please Aunt Josephine; you must 
‘repent.’ That means that you must turn right around from 
doing naughty things and do the loving and the kind things.” 
“I’m going to commence right now.” “That would be the best 
way,” said mamma. “Just forget all but the lovely things and 
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the true things. The only thing to remember is to keep the 
thoughts right. If you do this I am sure you will be ready 
when she comes.” “Yes,” said Josephine; “and then I’ll get so 
used to living the right way that I will just always live beau- 
tifully, as aunty does.” 

THE LESSON STORY 

The lesson to-day is about John the Baptist, who 
came to get the people ready for the coming of Jesus the 
Christ. 

It was just before Jesus was ready to go out and 
teach the people how to help and hgw to love each other, 
that the dear kind God sent John to help the people get 
rid of selfish thoughts and jealous thoughts, so that 
Jesus could shine into their hearts his beautiful words 
of truth. John told the people to repent; he meant that 
they should turn right around from thinking unkind 
thoughts, and think thoughts of love and joy. He said 
they must do this or they would not be able to understand 
the truth which Jesus was coming to bring them. John 
did not wear fine clothes. He did not go to church to 
preach to the people, but talked to them right out in 
God’s beautiful outdoors—right out in the wilderness, 
the fields. And from all the cities and towns around, 
people came to hear him. John baptized people with 
water. Jesus baptized with the Spirit of Love. 

Jesus never felt that he was different from any one 
else. He said, “I am the light of the world,” “Ye are 
the light of the world,” and “The works that J do, ye 
can do.” Jesus did not need to be baptized with water. 
The water was only a sign of the real baptism, which 
Jesus already had; but he said, “Suffer it to be,’ and 
so he let John baptize him. 


Spiritual Application: The intellect is that inside of 
us that wants to know things. It is through the intellect 
that we learn letters and words. The intellect knows 
only what it learns through the eyes and ears. The eyes 
and ears know things only as they seem. The intellect 
finds fault, and is cross to people who do not do just as 
intellect thinks they should. 

John told the people that he couldn’t do the things 
that Jesus did; that he wasn’t even good enough to 
unlace the shoes of Jesus. He said that Jesus would 
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grow greater and greater, but that he would grow less 
and less. 

John was helped all the time by the intellect. That’s 
the reason he couldn’t understand the real baptisni‘ axid’ 
had to use a sign for it. Jesus was helped all the time 
by the Holy Spirit. That’s the reason he baptized with 
the Spirit of Love, and that’s the reason he never made 
a mistake. John did not know that he had the Christ 
within him, the same as Jesus had. If he had known it, 
he would not have been cross to people because they 
didn’t do as he wanted them to. He would have helped 
the people through the Law of Love, as Jesus did. 

John the Baptist is like our intellect. Jesus is like 
the Christ child within us. Let us not think John the 
Baptist thoughts and talk about people because they do 
not do our way, but let us know that all people are doing 
what they think will make them happy. When they find 
that it does not make them happy, they will try some- 
thing else, better. After awhile they will find out that 
there isn’t anything at all outside of themselves, that will 
bring them the happiness they want. Then they will 
look inside of themselves and find the very thing they 
have been wanting, and they will find it in the very place 
Jesus told them they would—within. 

MEMORY VERSE 
We'll never find pure joy until 
The new life we begin, 
And take our thoughts from things outside, 
And look to Christ within. 


Little children, love each other; 
Love your father and your mother; 
Love your sister and your brother; 
Love all day, and in the night 
Love will come as dreams of light. 


Tiny wings of satin white, 
One by one unfold. 

Daisy opens to the light, 
And shows a heart of gold. 


i 
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EPISTLES 


Home of Truth, San Francisco, Cal. 

My dear Mrs. Fillmore—Here is a photo of our Home of 
Truth Sunday school. We started our Sunday school a little 
over a year ago, with five children, and now look at us! Each 
Sunday brings new ones; to-day we had four who came for 
the first time. 

We have formed our school into a Sunshine Society, the 
object of which is to make every one around us happy. We all 


have Sunshine pins, and our motto is: I am doing all the good 
I can, to all the people I can, in all the places I can, at all the 
times I can, in all the ways I can. I love everybody and every- 
body loves me. 

At Christmas time we played Santa Claus to forty children. 
Instead of giving our children gifts they brought their gifts 
to us, and we distributed them the day before Christmas. On 
Valentine’s Day each child brought a valentine, and we sent 
them through the mail to these same children we had made 
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happy at Christmas time. We celebrated Easter Sunday with 
special appropriate exercises. Our regular time for Sunday 
school is 9:30 a. m., but on Easter Sunday we had it at 3:00 
o’clock p. m., and a number of our friends and the parents 
came to hear. We have five most excellent, faithful teachers, 
and an organist, who never fail to come and be here on time, 
too! With such faithful helpers our school cannot help but 
grow and be a blessing to the children. The keynote of our 
Sunday school is Joy, and one cannot be in the room and not 
feel it. The children all have such a happy, joyous time that 
we look forward with pleasure to the day when we all come 
together. Each Sunday I tell them a story, and endeavor al- 
ways to make the Truth teachings most practical to the chil- 
dren. Hope you may come some time to visit us. 
Yours in love, Grace Wilson. 


Snohomish, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I haven’t written to 
you for a long, long time. But I have been 
reading your stories every month, and like 
you better all the time. Louise Parker sent 
me a nice Easter card which said, “This is 
my picture;” and on turning it over I found 
the cutest Bunnie all dressed up in girl’s 
clothes, and my sister and I had a good 
laugh. Mamma sent Wee Wispom’s travel- 
ing expenses for another year. She takes 
Unity, so we always subscribe for the two 
together. I am sending you a picture of my- 
self, but don’t know whether you can print 
it in Wee Wispom, as it is taken from a 
newspaper, and all my photos like it are 
gone. Wishing you the best of success this 
year, and with lots of love to the other Wees, 

Iam Your loving friend, Merle Gainer. 


Camptonville, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI have not written to you for quite a 
while, so will write to-day. How are all the Wees? I am 
going to take examination. I am in the fifth grade. We have 
got a little calf—he is so cute! We have a garden; it is grow- 
ing fine. I sent for some India ink so I could draw you some- 
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thing, but it hasn’t come yet. I am reading the story about 
“Buzzy.” The little book you sent me was fine. The flowers 
are just coming up. We went flower hunting a few days ago; 
didn’t get many flowers, but had lots of fun. We were talking 
about having a May pole up here. With love to all the Wees, 
From Irene Calvin.. 


Creve Coeur, Mo. 
Dear Wer Wispom—I send your traveling expenses for 
another year. I would like to have volume one. Blanche asked 
for our first trip to the woods, so I will write about 
it now. When I went into the woods the first time, 
we found some sweet williams, violets, and bleed- 
ing hearts. I have a little garden. I have dahlias, 
one carnation, three pansies, one geranium, six 
sweet peas, one fern, and three sweet williams. I 
am sending a drawing of a tulip. Miss Weber 
(our teacher) had it on the board for Easter. Lots 

of love from Your loving Wee, Clara Walz. 


Glendale, Cal. 
Ye Editor and Blanche: Dear friends—I want to con- 
gratulate you upon your little paper, Wee Wispom. I have 
read it for four years and think it the finest little paper I have 
ever seen. Each writer seems to be the best, and each story 
is so full of cheerfulness, goodness, and loving thought that I 
cannot afford to miss any of them. To the writer of “The 
Sunflower” in the May number I wish to give a word of praise. 
The childish simplicity, color, and good thought of that story 
appealed to me the strongest of anything I have read in a long 
time. I have taken the lesson home, and am busy practicing 
each day on the little lesson of learning to “let go.” I am not 
a “little Wee,” but a grown-up one who needs the lessons in 
your little paper very much. With lots of love to you both, 

and to all the Wees. Katharine Galleher. 


Vancouver, B. C. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am going to have a little garden 
with these flowers in it: Mignonette, sweet peas, pansies, stocks, 
pinks, lavender, roses, and asters. A kind friend sent me this; 
it is for little Theosophists, but don’t you think it would be 
nice for the little Wees? 
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“The Order of the Golden Chain 


“T am a link in the golden chain of Love, that stretches 
around the world, and must keep my link bright and strong. 
So I will try to be kind and gentle to every living thing I meet, 
and to protect and help all who are weaker than myself. And 
I will try to think pure and beautiful thoughts, and to speak 
pure and beautiful words, and to do pure and beautiful actions. 
May every link in the golden chain become bright !” 


It is lovely, although it is raining, for the trees are all out. 


With much love to all the little Wees, Joyce Hawley. 
{Let us all be links, with Joyce, in the golden chain of 
Love.—Eb. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson June I1 
HEZEKIAH’S GREAT PASSOVER.—II Chron. 39: 13-27. 


Golden Text: “Man looketh on the outward appearance, 
but the Lord looketh on the heart."—I Sam. 16:7. 


This lesson is about a great religious feast called the “Pass- 
over,” which was held by Hezekiah, king of Judah. The pass- 
over was a feast of the Jews, celebrating a time when the 
destroying angel passed over the houses of the Jews and did 
not harm them. 

We, too, have cause for celebrating. We can celebrate 
the passing over or away of all our old fear and belief in the 
destroying angel. We can be joyful and sing songs of praise, 
because we know that the only real angels are those of life 
and health and happiness. The destroying angel is just a 
shadow, with no power whatever, unless we give it power by 
being afraid of it. We are not afraid of it, because the Spirit 
of life within us can just make it fade away. Angels, we know, 
are thoughts, and the destroying angel is simply a lack of life 
thought. Now if we know that the Christ life which was in 
Jesus—the same life that nothing could kill;. that gave him 
power to take up his body from the tomb—is within each of 
us, just as powerful as it was in him, the shadow thought dis- 
appears, and we know there is no such a thing as lack of life. 

So let us rejoice and be glad that the old belief in the 
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power of the destroying angel has passed over and away, and 
that we know the angel of Life is the only real power. 


Lesson 12, June 18 
THE DOWNFALL OF SAMARIA—II Kings 17:1-14. 


Golden Text: “He, that being often reproved hardeneth 
his neck, shall suddenly be destroyed, and that without remedy.” 
—Prov. 29:1. 

To-day we have the story of the downfall of Samaria. The 
Assyrian king conquered Samaria and took the Israelites away 
from their homes, scattering them in different places. The 
reason for the disaster which overtook the Israelites was that 
they didn’t listen to and obey God, or the Good. Jehovah was 
always ready to help them and set them on the right track, 
had they but listened. The story contains a lesson for us all. 

There is a wonderful, everywhere-present Spirit which we 
call “Good,” or “the Good.” It makes no difference by what 
name we call it, we know that it is the only real thing there is. 

If we listen to it and obey it, our lives run smoothly and all 
our wants are supplied; but if we forget it and begin to be- 
lieve there is lack of any good thing, then our lives are topsy- 
turvy, and all sorts of unpleasant things happen. If we con- 
tinue to believe in shadows, we will give them so much power 
that at last they will control us and even destroy us, as the 
Assyrians did the Israelites. 

Remember, it is not the Spirit which punishes us, but our 
own ignorance. If we find ourselves believing in the reality of 
sickness or hate, let us say over and over that the only real, 
true thing in the world is good, until we are back on the track 
again and the shadows disappear. We will be wiser than the 
Israelites, and not allow ourselves to be controlled by mere 
shadows. 


Lesson 13, June 25 
REVIEW 
Golden Text: “What doth the Lord require of thee, but to 


do justly, and to love mercy, and to walk humbly with thy 
God?”—Micah 6:8. 


It would be well to-day, since it is review Sunday, to go 
back over all the preceding lessons in the quarter for which we 
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have the time, and pick out in each lesson the thing which will 
do us most good. In every lesson there is some thought which 
we can take away with us and use in our own lives. We may 
forget parts of the story, or the names of the prophets and 
kings, but if we remember the thought which was brought out 
in the lesson to help us, we have the important thing. Let us 
choose from each lesson in our review one helpful thought, and 
impress it on our minds so that we may never forget it, so that 
it will come to us naturally when we need it. If we do this the 
lessons will not have been in vain. 


Lesson 1, July 2 


ISAIAH’S PROPHECY CONCERNING SENNACHERIB. 
—lIsa. 37: 21-36. 


Golden Text: “God is our refuge and strength, a very 
present help in trouble.”—Psa. 46:1. 

In the time of King Hezekiah, a great Assyrian army was 
sweeping over the country, conquering all that came in its way. 
It was advancing towards Jerusalem, and Hezekiah prayed to 
Jehovah for help. It seemed almost certain that the Assyrians 
would take Jerusalem, but God answered Hezekiah’s prayer, 
and the Assyrian army was destroyed before it got to Jerusalem. 

We, too, have enemies which seem strong and powerful 
sometimes. They are thoughts of lack—lack of health or lack 
of love. Sometimes these lack of love thoughts seem so power- 
ful that they control us and make us do things for which we are 
sorry afterwards. Then lack of health thoughts get into our 
minds, until we forget that God is our health. If we are wise 
we will do as Hezekiah did—pray to God for help. God, we 
know, is the Almighty Spirit within us, which is more powerful 
than any shadow thought. Praying means asking, or desiring. 
So all we have to do to get rid of our enemies is to call on the 
Spirit for help. We must do this earnestly, and believe that 
our desire will be given us. It is easy to believe when we know 
that the enemies are after all only shadows, with no power. 
Let us remember Hezekiah, and turn to the Spirit within when 
the shadows seem big and black. 


\ My life is of God’s life a part; 
His love is right within my heart.—V. K. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


June, and vacation time 
again! Well, here’s a jolly 
playtime to all of you! 

You can’t guess where I 
have come to write to you. 
I have settled myself in a 
nice, shady spot right in 
front of the loveliest pansy 
bed, with just dozens of 
their pretty little faces gaz- 
ing up at me. The message 
I have for you came from 
the yellow heart of a deep, 
velvety-purple pansy. 

I noticed, among the saucy little faces, a tiny bud 
just about ready to open, and above it this soft velvet 
pansy seemed to bend encouragingly. I could almost 
hear it say, “Come, dear, just try a little harder—just 
a little longer, and you will show your pretty dress 
among the rest of us. Then you'll forget the struggle, 
and only remember to be happy among us all.” 

I thought that a good message to send out among 
the Wees. 

It doesn’t always seem easy to live up to the truth 
we know. Sometimes the unpleasant things look so real 
that it is hard to remember that all is good. Sometimes 
it is hard to think only love thoughts when those around 
us seem cross and unkind. Then is the time to try 
harder and stick to the truth. We know that all is joy 
and health, and that love never faileth. We know that 
these things which seem so true are but shadows after 
all; so let us hold firmly to what we know to be true, 
and the sunshine will break through the clouds at last. 
It can’t help it. Then, like the pansy, when we’re out 
in the sunlight we can laugh and forget the shadow. 
The next time it will be easier, and after awhile the 
shadows will not come. 
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Then, too, we must help those who do not under- 
stand as we do. We must encourage those around us, as 
the purple pansy did its baby sister. The very best-way 
to help people and make them see that only the good is 
true, is to keep our minds so full of pure thoughts that 
our faces shine with love and gladness, and our tongues 
speak only that which is kind and good. 


YE EDITOR TALKS 


My dear Wisdoms: I visited Blanche the other day, 
in her little bird’s nest of a bungalow. We talked a lot 
about you, because there are many reminders of you in 
her dainty rooms. 

The dear little buffet in the corner of her pretty 
dining room is there because of your loving thought of 
her. It was just glistening with cut glass and dishes 
that have been given her by those who appreciate and 
love her. ~ 

She showed me something else, so cunning and sweet 
—but I’m not going to tell you about that now. It’s our 
little secret. Just wait until next month. 

There’s a cute little garden outside, where all kinds 
of toothsome things are growing. 

Blanche’s Charlie keeps a horse and buggy, and he 
and Blanche take lots of nice rides and 

If I haven’t told you enough about her, you will 
have to go and see her yourselves. 


The time for our Birthday Party approaches. Some 
of you have already sent in contributions that are waiting 
to help in the festival, but we hope to hear from all. We 
want to make this the best and most satisfactory anni- 
versary that Wee Wispom has ever had. It will soon be 
vacation, and you will all have more time to give to this 
matter. 


Please send your full name and address with all 
your letters and contributions. The dear Lord loves and 
blesses you all. 
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JUNE, 1911 


The roses are blushing, 
Their soft petals flushing, 
And the wind is whispering soft and low: 
“Oh, flowers of beauty, 
My joy is my duty. 
I caress you because I love you so!” 
This is the message that comes in June, 


When the wind a sweet lullaby seems to croon. 


&@ IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotcen to invite Wes Wispom to continue her visits to you. 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. bs 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 


Mee 


WEE WISDOM’S 
WAY 


By Myrtrte 
(3p EDITION) 


A True Story of the Effects of Truth 
Teachings. 


It tells in Mrs. Fillmore’s charmingly 
descriptive style, of several cases 
of healing actually done by 
the author herself. 


A NEW EDITION 


* of this popular book is now 
ready for delivery. 


It is illustrated with portraits of some of 

the principal characters, and is printed on 

heavy antique-finish paper, with broad 
margins. 


The story has steadily grown in the es- 
teem of its many readers, and is as fresh 
and bright for its loving ministry as ever. 
Artistically bound, price postpaid, $1.00. 
In neat cover of India tint enamel 
paper, title in brown ink, 
price 25c. 
UNITY TRACT SOCIETY, 


Unity Building, 913-915 Tracy Avenue, 
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